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mountains, bespattered with black pine-trees, the yellow-
pink glow of the sun as it prepares to surmount its Alp
and give you its warmth—and those black crows flying
about outside the window. Were you a black crow in St.
Moritz in the middle of winter would you not fly about
in front of a window whence a kindly hand might emit a
Swiss roll, or unconsumed portion of your petit dejeuner}
Humanity in St. Moritz is divided into two classes—
those who give their rolls to the crows, and those who
don't.
Where you should be at this hour of the morning, of
course, is on the Cresta Run. Not as an active runner, for
unless you have already gone down from "Junction" you
will not be allowed to go down from "The Top/' which
opened a few days ago. Nor is your name Captain
"Jimmy" Coats, Mr. "Billie" Fiske, Captain Jack
Mitford, Mr. Ralph Hawkes, Mr. Henry Martineau,
Lord Northesk, or one of those other experts who know
how to "ride the Run." Otherwise you are asking
for a quick passage to Samaden, which is the local
hospital. As a spectator you must be at "Battledore"
before eleven-thirty a.m., for about that time the sun
surmounts its Alp and starts to melt the ice on the
Run, when it is immediately shut. On the first morning
perhaps it is rather an effort to make such an early
appearance.
As the sun appears over the mountains, the skaters
start thek movements on the rinks which are in front of
the hotels; nothing is more graceful than the movement
of an expert skater against such a lovely background of
sun and snowy mountains. You can join the ski-ers, of
course, in an early start and go 2,000 feet up the slopes
of Corviglia in the railway to the club-house and ski

